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oath in French, and on loose paper, being in it. This cere-
mony lasted rather a long time. Afterwards, my son kissed
the King's hand, and the King made him rise and pass, with-
out reverence, directly before the table, towards the middle of
which he kuelt, his back to the Prince of the Asturias, his face
to the attendant, who showed him (the table being between
them) what to do. There was upon this table a great crucifix
of enamel upon a stand, with a missal open at the Canon, the
Gospel of St. John, and forms, in French, of promises and
oaths to be made, whilst putting the hand now upon the
Canon, now upon the Gospel The oath-making took up some
time; after which my son came back and knelt before the
King again as before.
Then, the Due del Oreo, grand ^cuyer, and Yalonse, premier
^cuyer, who have had the Toison since, and who were near me,
went away, the Due first, Valouse behind him, carrying in his
two hands, with marked care and respect, the sword of the
Grand Captain, Don Gonzalvo de Cordova, who is never called
otherwise. They walked, with measured step, outside the
right-hand seats of the chevaliers, then entered the chapter,
where the Due de Liria had entered with my son, marched in-
side the left-hand seats of the chevaliers, without reverence,
but the Due inclining himself, Valouse not doing so on account
of the respect due to the sword; the grandees did not incline
themselves.
The Due on arriving between the Prince of the Asturias
and the King, knelt, and Valouse knelt behind Mm. Some
moments after, the King made a sign to them; Valouse drew
the sword from its sheath which he put under his arm, held
the naked weapon by the middle of the blade, kissed the hilt,
and presented it to the King, who, without uncovering him-
self kissed the pommel, took the sword in. both hands by the
handle, held it upright some moments; then held it with one
hand, but almost immediately with the other as well, and
it three times upon each shoulder of my son, alter-
to him, " By Saint George and Saint Andrew I
you Chevalier/* And the weight of the sword was so

